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it to ourselves, and we deal with this image and not
with the Reality itself.

" Truly thou art a hidden God." Such attempts are
vain as the effort to turn round and face myself; I
must be content with the mirrored reflection, and
what mirror can give me God as He is ? This is
the soul's sorrow and discontent; He is so near us,
yet ever behind us, turn how we will.

With this realisation, religion in its deepest exercise
becomes voiceless and inarticulate once more, as in
its infancy, yet how differently ! As differently as the
dear-bought simplicity and lowliness of spiritual
maturity contrasts with the negative simplicity of
childhood. Once more the soul lies like a babe in
the arms of God, wondering too much at everything
to be curious about anything, passive, silent, depen-
dent, saying nothing, asking nothing, understanding
nothing; instinctively confident and, in a sense,
fatalistic; unconscious of precise relationship of I
and Thou, Mine and Thine, and yet, in its whole
disposition, affection, life and action, offering an
implicit worship of Faith, Hope, Charity and Sacri-
fice that evades any possible formulation in those
words or conceptions that are referred; necessarily,
not to God as experienced in Conscience, but to God
as imaged in the understanding.

It is of this voiceless, wordless converse, this
"Prayer of Quiet/1 that A Kempis says: "O God,
O Truth, make me one thing with Thyself in unin-
terrupted love; weary am I of all that I read and
hear; in Thee I have all that I need or crave. Let
doctors and doctrines hold their peace, and all crea-
tures and finite conceptions keep silence before Thee,